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such things. Books are the business of the gentlefolk, and
they're the ones to answer for them."
The mother telt that Pavel did not understand Rybin.
She saw her son narrow his eyes, and that meant he was
angry.
"Mikhailo Ivanovich wants to do the work himself, but
have others take the blame," she explained timidly.
"That's it," said Rybin, stroking his beard. "For the
present."
"Listen, mother," said Pavel dryly, "if one of our fel-
lows, take Andrei, for instance, should hide behind my
back while he did something, and then I was put in jail
for it, how would you like it?"
The mother gave a little start and looked at her son in
surprise.
"How could anybody play such a trick on a comrade?"
she asked, shaking her head.
"Hm-m," drawled Rybin. "I see what you mean, Pavel."
He gave the mother a supercilious wink. "This is a tick-
lish business, mother," he said, then, turning back to
Pavel and assuming a didactic tone: "You think like a
child, brother. Can't worry about being honest when
you're doing secret work. Judge for yourself: the first per-
son to get thrown in jail will be the fellow they find with
the book, hot the teachers at all. That's the first thing.
Second: even if the teachers use only approved books, the
idea they teach is the same. Only the words are diiferent—
less truthful. In a nutshell, they're for the same thing I
am, but they take a by-path while I go marching down
the main road. From the point of view of the bosses, we're
both to blame, aren't we? Third: I don't give a hang for
them, brother! You'll never get the infantry to make
friends with the cavalry. Maybe I wouldn't ever do such a
thing to a muzhik. But to them—one of them the son of a
priest, the other the daughter cf a rich landlord—why
should they go stirring up the people? It's not for me, a
muzhik, to read their minds. I know what I'm doing, but
I haven't the least idea what they're after. For a thousand

